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go up the mount. The first part of the way lay along
the sea-shore^and through the tortuous courtyard of
the Itsukushima Shrine which, owing to there being
high tide at the time, looked more like a floating
pleasure-pavilion than an abode of peace for the
celebrated dead. Once outside the courtyard the
ascent commenced and wound charmingly round the
maple-covered Vale of Momijidani. When the vale
was passed, the path climbed up in endless rounds
with nothing at all interesting to be seen on the way.
The climbing, in consequence, became a rather dull
and fatiguing affair and I anxiously looked out for
the little wayside tea-houses which, with the
Japanese eye for the picturesque and lovely in
nature, invariably stood on some coign of vantage
and provided one with a comfortable seat and the
necessary rest and refreshment. At last after taking
an exceptionally steep incline I emerged out of the
thick wood and found myself on the top of Mount
Misen. The Inland Sea lay calm and quiet far, far
down between mist-clad mountains rising high and
dark on either side of it: a cluster of little islands
lay grouped, and white specks of sailing-vessels
sprinkled freely on its bluish-grey waters. It was a
fine, extended panorama and well worth the exer-
tion of an hour and a half. Coming down the Mount
I took another and shorter way, and it would have
proved as dull and uninteresting as the longer, were
it not that by that time my constant questioning
had made my otherwise reticent guide sufficiently
talkative to open out his mind to me and make the